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	1. Prologue

The rain was loud as it hit the roof, running down to the ground below. The house was quiet, just as it always was this time of night but the rain kept him awake. Something didn't feel right. There was a twisting feeling deep in his gut and he genuinely didn't like it. Soundlessly, he lied on his bed, eyes closed, one arm above his head, and the other across his stomach. No matter how hard he tried he just couldn't sleep. He wondered if he was getting sick from the sudden weather change or if he had eaten something a bit outdated, but it was too late to fret about it now. Still, that deep feeling in his gut didn't feel like the kind of illness that he was thinking of. It was more of a... fear? He scoffed to himself. Fear? What was he afraid of? The rain? Right, like he'd be afraid of something as simple as the rain at the age of seventeen. Nevertheless, there was something odd about the way the rain sounded. It was louder than it should've been on the roof, kind of like it was hailing, but it was too hot and humid for hail.

He let out a loud groan, the rain really needed to stop or he was going to be up all night. Suddenly he grew curious and turned his head, opening his eyes to look at his alarm clock only to sit up quick enough to give anyone vertigo. He saw eyes—not the normal kind of eyes either. They were bright yellow and vacant. No signs of anything but emptiness—they didn't even blink. The deep feeling in his gut worsened as more eyes began to appear from the darkness. It couldn't have been that dark in his room, could it? What the hell was going on anyway? What did those eyes belong to and why were they multiplying?! He jumped to his feet and though normally he'd never stand on his bed to begin with—he never liked it when people put their shoes on it—and there he was, standing on his bed with his shoes on.

The eyes seemed to move closer, darkness swallowing his bed. His breathing hastened. Even he had to admit that whatever was going on was sincerely starting to scare him—though he'd never admit to that out loud. Suddenly, something jumped on his leg and he kicked. The creature flew off but he quickly realized that there were so many more. Every pair of eyes he saw belonged to a creature and they were getting closer. More and more creatures showed up and more and more jumped on him until his body fell from the weight and just as fast as everything had started, it ended. He fell into a darkness that he could never have imagined. It was too dark even to see as if his eyes were closed even though they were wide open. All of a sudden, there was a flash of white light and he lost consciousness.


	2. Chapter One

He felt like he was falling. There was a cool, damp feeling around him. What was it? It felt wet—like it was water. How could it be water? Faris opened his eyes to see nothing but a dark blue colour and a light that shimmered from above, like sunlight trying to reach the depths of the ocean. He continued to fall, sinking into the depths, deeper and deeper. He tried to lift his hand but couldn't manage, his body was too heavy. His breathing became rigid. He was drowning. All of a sudden, it felt like his body was moving on its own, his feet landing in the soft sand at the bottom. Confusion washed over him as he was able to take a hasty breath. Where was he? How could be breath? The ground beneath his feet moved abruptly and flew upwards around him, toward the light. It was a mix of black and white... birds? How could birds be underwater? It was then he realized that he was no longer surrounded by water, but darkness.

His steps echoed into the emptiness as he moved and it forced him to look down at what he was standing on. To his surprise, he was standing on some type of platform made of stained glass. He walked around a bit more, examining the image the glass made. The center of the platform had several symbols on it. A blue heart with a yellow crown, a yellow, pink, and blue star with a keyhole in the center, around the star were blue gears, seemingly ticking away much like the inside of a clock. There were smaller circles in a ring near the edge of the platform, a patterned sequence filling them. More questions filled his head. What were these symbols? Where was he? Why was he there? Was he dead?

"_You have darkness within your heart"_ A voice spoke.

He looked around quickly, there was no one else there—just him—was he hearing things?

"_Which path will you choose?"_

He was confused. Path? What kind of paths was this voice talking about?

_"The sword, powerful and brave—"_

The voice paused and a small pillar rose from the floor, holding a sword of some kind though it didn't seem to look like it was going to be very effective.

"_The staff, magical and swift—"_

Another pause and another pillar rose from the floor. This one held some kind of staff.

_"The shield, sturdy and strong—"_

Yet another pause and another pillar with a shield floating just above it.

_"Each has its own strengths and own flaws. Choose one and begin your path, but choose wisely for this choice cannot be changed."_

Faris looked at each of the pillars, studying each one without moving closer to any. A sword, a staff, or a shield. Power, magic, or strength. He looked over each one for several long minutes, carefully deciding which one he wished to choose. Ultimately, he walked to the sword pillar and took the weapon by the hilt, gripping it tightly in his hand.

_"You have chosen the sword, powerful and brave. Do you wish for power and to be brave?"_

He looked at the sword and nodded, pulling it from the pillar's glow, only to have it vanish in a flash of light. Once it was gone, the pillar crumbled at to his feet.

_"The path is set. Which will you give up in exchange?"_

He frowned. Give up? He didn't know he had to give something up if he chose. He looked between the staff and the shield. Magic or strength? He sighed, waiting a few moments before walking over to the staff. As he went to take it into his hand, it disappeared into a small burst of light, just as the sword did before. He took a few steps back, watching the second pillar crumble.

_"You have chosen to give up the staff, magical and swift."_

A spiral of white stairs appeared from the darkness as the voice spoke and Faris followed them with his eyes up into the dark abyss.

_"You have chosen a path of power and bravery. Will you continue this path or will you falter and fall into the darkness that lies within your own heart?"_

He had an urge to look behind him, but it didn't take a second thought for him to take off in a running sprint up the stairs. Following after him, however, were the creatures from before, climbing up the side of the platform, rushing toward him. He ran as fast as he could up the stairs, although the creatures were beginning to catch up.

_"You will have to face even the darkest of fears. You have chosen your path, now you must begin."_

The voice was loud, and it made him stop in his tracks. As he turned around to look at the creatures that were coming at him, he lifted the sword—which appeared from seemingly nowhere—both hands gripping it tightly as they rushed closer. With a swing, it hit one of them, knocking it away if only for a moment. He swung again and again, yet the creatures kept coming.

_"Within the darkness, there will always be light. Find it, and you will find sanctuary."_

The pink haired teen bolted up the stairs once again, this time running faster, harder, giving his all to get up what seemed like the never ending steps. Finally, he broke free onto another platform, the images same as before, from the colours of the star to the ticking gears beneath it.

_"Light will not always protect you from the darkness. The closer you are to the light, the larger your shadow will grow in return, as will the darkness inside your heart._

Darkness inside his heart? He placed a hand on his chest as if to clutch the very thing the voice spoke of.

_"Do you feel it stirring?"_

He let out a frustrated growl and turned to face the creatures once more. He didn't care if there was darkness in his heart, he wasn't going to be overtaken by the beasts that had brought him to this mysterious place.

_"You can rely on this darkness, however, you must heed caution. Darkness is dangerous and consumes all that lies within its path."_

He released the sword from his right hand, gripping it tightly with his left. The creatures rushed him again, and he swung his weapon. No matter what he did, no matter how hard he swung, the creatures would only keep returning. Suddenly, there was a flash of light in his hand, and the sword he held grew heavier as it changed its form. He only had a moment to examine his new weapon—a golden handle with a silver blade, and at the end it looked like a key—before charging at the creatures.

Without warning, the creatures advanced again, this time, more vicious, jumping onto his back and arms. He swung his new weapon, grinning as it made the creatures explode into small puffs of smoke as it hit them. He kept attacking, fending off the little dark things until there was nothing left.

_"The light within your heart will protect you. Keep it close and do not let the darkness overcome it."_

As if like an earthquake, the platform cracked and then shattered, causing Faris to fall, once again, into the darkness and just as fast as it had all begun, it ended.

"Yo kid, you can't sleep here. Get your ass up."

"Hhhnn?" A groan came from Faris as he shifted and opened his eyes. Everything hurt. "Can't sleep... where?" He questioned, putting an arm against his forehead as some attempt to keep the sunlight from his eyes. Wait, sunlight? He stood up quickly, stumbling a bit as he struggled to catch his footing.

"In my alley, now get the hell out you little urchin."

The stranger shoved him out of the alleyway and into the bright city that he now found himself in. His feet were far from steady as he staggered down the sidewalk. Where was he? How did he get there? He looked around as he walked, trying his best not to trip over his own feet. People looked at him strangely, some avoided him like he had some kind of disease, and everything was a little overwhelming. Everything seemed to start spinning all at once and he gripped his forehead like he was trying to hold it together, his other hand clenching his abdomen as he felt an abrupt onslaught of nausea. The hand he held against his forehead moved to cover his mouth as he gagged and what stability he'd gained had all but vanished.

"Are you alright?" A voice asked and for a moment, Faris thought it was the one he had heard before. At first, he didn't even feel the hands that held onto his arms, steadying him, but he noticed rather quickly when he started to fall over. When he didn't hit the ground he was a little confused and realized that a man, shorter than himself, was holding him up. "Let me help you." The ill-stricken young man could do nothing more than give a slight nod.

He wasn't sure how long he and the stranger walked, it felt like it was fast and slow at the same time, and he swore he kept losing his consciousness as they went. He was all too happy to reach a soft cushioned couch when they reached where they were going and he dropped his head onto the pillow he was given and closed his eyes. It felt like the whole world was spinning around him and it was making him nauseous.

"You must've had a rough night if you're this sick." The stranger stated, placing a hand on Faris's forehead. "You're burning up," There was concern in his voice.

He heard the stranger walking away and wanted to open his eyes to look at the one who had helped him, but at the same time, he didn't want to know if the world was still spinning. The thought of it made his stomach drop and his throat widened, causing him to retch and heave. He nearly fell to the floor trying to lean over the couch, and he expected to throw up his dinner from the night before, but what had come out of his mouth was wrong. So very wrong. Through his hazed, watery eyes he saw a thick black liquid, some of it still stringing from his mouth. Upon seeing it, he felt sick all over again, retching even harder than he had the first time.

He gasped for air, staring at the floor, unable to look away from the horrific scene. His vision started to shake and blur, and a pair of eyes, bright yellow and vacant stared up at him from the dark, sticky puddle. He was unsure if he was going delusional because of the ailment or because of what had happened to him before, or possibly both.

A touch from someone jolted him out of his terrified daze, however, and he looked up to see the man who had brought him there. He gave a concerned smile as he dabbed Faris's burning skin with a damp washcloth, wiping away the black ick with it before pulling away. The dampness of the washcloth had sent chills throughout his body, but now that it was got he could feel himself heating up once again.

"Let me get you some water," The stranger said as he stood and walked out of the room.

Faris watched the man leave before closing his eyes again. He didn't know what was happening to him, he didn't know where he was, and he certainly didn't know what was going on. Why was he sick? What was this black liquid that he had just purged from his stomach? Things just kept finding ways to get more bizarre as time went on.

The man came back a few minutes later with a glass of water in one hand and a bucket of water in the other. He gave a small smile as he helped Faris take a few sips of the water before setting the glass down on the coffee table. The water did make him feel better, but it hit something in his stomach that make it stir and he gagged a bit.

"If you can manage, what's your name?" The man asked, watching him and trying to get Faris's attention off of his stomach.

"Faris." He voiced, though it came out rough and somewhat broken. He wasn't all that surprised, though, he'd been suffocated, drowned, and threw up god-knows-what, so what more could happen.

The stranger gave another smile before slipping his hand into the bucket and pulling out a rag, wringing it out before placing it on Faris's forehead. "Well Faris," He started, pulling out another cloth from the bucket and started cleaning mess on the floor. "You're free to stay with me until you're feeling better. I won't be hearing anything otherwise, do you understand?"

Faris wanted to decline, but it wasn't seeming like the teen had much of a choice in the matter, plus, as sick as he was, he really needed someone to care for him, less he die otherwise. There was no way he was going to refuse, and after thinking it over for a moment, in fact, his body didn't really give him a chance to agree as he fell unconscious once more.

"_Don't worry, Faris. You're in good hands, I promise._"


	3. Chapter Two

Faris woke up in a cold sweat, a pain in chest burning him from somewhere deep inside, making it difficult to breathe. The dream that he'd had was much like the one when he was drowning, but he still wasn't sure if that was a dream at all. The creatures that had attacked him seemed to follow him everywhere he went, but despite his efforts, they wouldn't stop haunting him. His most recent dream was little different than the time he was fighting off the dark beasts on the platform. The only thing was that he was consumed by them once more, which was the reason that he'd woken up in the first place.

"Woah, hey," A pair of hands were placed on his shoulders as he was steadied and pushed back against the couch. When had he sat up? "It's okay, Faris. You're okay."

The teen did his best to calm down, and after a few minutes of panic and soothing from Lamia, he finally started to. What kind of dream was that? Why had he now been cursed with such horrible nightmares? He could still feel his heart as it pounded in his chest and he couldn't get rid of the creeping that felt like it was eating away at him.

"Do you want to talk about it?" Lamia asked sitting on the couch next to Faris.

Faris shook his head. "No... I'll be fine. It was just a nightmare."

That's what he kept telling himself too, over and over again. He kept telling himself it was all just a dream that he would wake up from this hellish nightmare. How else could he be somewhere he's never been before? A different world to be exact. In fact, this world was called 'Gaia' and the city, Edge. It was definitely not his home world and as the days went on, he still wondered how he'd gotten there.

A few weeks passed and he was still plagued with nightmares of the dark creatures that had swallowed him up. He couldn't understand what was happening, nor why for that matter. His head felt heavy with confusion and grief, and with a sigh, he relaxed against the counter of Lamia's shop. He was stuck there, and he felt the need to assist his caregiver the best way he could. The troubling thing about the shop was that hardly anyone ever came in and on the rare occasion that they did, it was a simple purchase, some kids messing around, or someone who got lost looking for another store. Sometimes when the kids sneaked in they would fool around, touch things that they weren't supposed to, knock stuff over, and Faris would have to run them out. Why was this place so boring? If he had been in his own world he'd be busy all the time, though he'd be getting into trouble.

The chime of the bell attached to the door caught his attention and when he looked up there was no one there. He frowned, giving the shop a quick glance. Perhaps the wind had caught the door or maybe the kids were back and messing with him by opening the door and running away before he caught them.

"Hey, if you kids are in here again I'm going toss you in the back for the boss to deal with you." He stated, waiting for them to knock something over.

"Excuse me, kupo." A voice sounded from… somewhere?

"Kupo?" The teen questioned, peeking over the counter.

The pink haired young man looked down at what looked like some kind of humanoid rabbit, but it had a pompom of a Moogle. What the hell was it? Surely not something that was from this world, was it? He'd been in Edge for nearly a month and standing there was a creature that he'd never seen before, at least not in that form. He'd read about Chocobos, Tonberries, and even the Weapons that protect the planet, but the creature that was standing there, ears just large enough to reach the edge of the counter, was one he'd never seen.

"The hell are you?" Faris questioned, reaching out to poke at the creature's pompom.

The small being frowned and jumped up onto the countertop. "It's very rude to poke at someone's head." It stated, frowning more.

"Sorry, sorry. I just haven't seen anything like you before." Faris replied, crossing his arms. It was clear at a closer look that the creature was male, and at least wore pants. "What can I help you with?"

The creature crossed his arms in return and thought for a moment. "Firstly, I'm a Moogle. Secondly, I'm here to find out any information you might know about the meteor fall a few weeks ago." He explained.

"Moogle?" Faris repeated, confused for a moment, but decided to ultimately ignore the fact that this was no Moogle that he'd ever seen. "I don't know about any meteor fall happening recently."

The Moogle frowned and shook his head. "Are you sure? It fell just outside the city." He said, looking at Faris intently. "Now that I think about it, there's been a lot of weird things happening, and you don't look like you fit in all that well around here."

"That's enough," Lamia's voice echoed through the nearly empty shop, triggering both Faris and the Moogle to jump from the sudden interjection. "The meteor fell just outside of Edge. It landed further into the wasteland, so no one was injured. No one saw what fell, however, and there're no remains that anyone has found as of yet, but the impact did leave a sizeable crater."

"So there was a meteor!" The Moogle exclaimed, obviously excited by the news.

"You seem pretty happy to get a confirmation on this. Do you know anything else about it?" Lamia asked, pulling an orb out of the cloth that he'd had in his hands since he'd walked in, and placed it on a small stand in the display case.

"Are you sure you're a Moogle?" Faris blurted, finally unable to contain his curiosity.

"Of course, I'm a Moogle! Just because I don't say 'kupo' after every sentence doesn't mean that I'm not." The creature retorted, his hands on his hips as he gave a glare.

"But you don't look like any Moogles I've seen. Not a single one. They're all short, fat, and float around." The teen explained, still incapable of letting the topic go.

"Perhaps he's from a different world. Stranger things have happened." Lamia said, looking at Faris with a displeased motherly frown.

The Moogle nodded. "Another world is right. That's why I've been collecting information on the meteor fall."

"I see," Lamia started, using the cloth in his hands to wipe the countertop. "I only saw the flash of when it hit, it's indisputable that most people saw it. I didn't see it when it fell, however, and I don't know where it landed exactly." He clarified, pausing to look over at Faris before continuing. "I was up early the next morning and that's when I found Faris stumbling about like a drunk. I didn't have time to investigate further after taking him in to care for him. To be honest," He paused once more, "I'd never seen anyone with pink hair like yours before, Faris. Not until I met you. I figured that you may have been from somewhere else, I haven't traveled for a while so I thought maybe you were from another city, but you've proven that theory incorrect."

The Moogle's eyes seemed to light up as they trained themselves onto the pink haired teen that Lamia was speaking to. "Where are you from?" He questioned suddenly.

"Where am I from?" Faris repeated the question. He looked down at the floor for a moment, trying to remember, but he kept coming up empty. "I don't remember." He murmured, a little upset by the fact.

The shopkeeper frowned and placed a hand on the teen's shoulder. "Don't push yourself too hard. I'm sure you'll remember in time. Whatever happened to you, we'll figure it out, alright?" He gave a smile, one only a mother could muster.

Faris only nodded as he tried to remember his home and how he got to where he was. He couldn't remember his parents' faces, his friends, not even his brother's name. The more he thought about what had happened the worse he began to feel, and the churning in his stomach returned. Each time he tried to remember someone from his past one of the creatures would appear in his mind and the twitching movements were driving him mad and everything started to spin once again.

"Faris?" The voice that spoke to him seemed distant, but he could still tell that it belonged to Lamia. At some point, he'd collapsed and he couldn't tell when he'd fallen, but he knew he hit his head against the floor. Lamia moved quickly, lifting him up, putting his head in his lap. "Look at me Faris," He said, worry distinct in his voice. "Come on, Faris!"

"Does this happen often?" The Moogle asked, hopping off the counter and moving next to the fallen teen.

"Not like this." The shopkeeper was in a bit of a panic as he realized the boy he'd been caring for the past few weeks was now leaking black fluid from his mouth and nose along with bleeding in the back of the head. "Gods, Faris. You're bleeding."

"We're similar." The Moogle spoke, placing his small hands on Faris's chest. "I can feel them. They took you away from your home and now you're lost. Just like me."

The semi-conscious teen couldn't believe what he was hearing. Perhaps he was becoming delusional again, or that he was hearing something a little distorted. Honestly, everything was a little bit garbled so he couldn't be sure what exactly he'd been hearing. All he knew was his head was throbbing, he was dizzy, nauseous, and felt like he was going to drown from the lack of oxygen he was getting.

"_You fell from the sky."_


End file.
